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Thou shalt not sail around the continent,

As far as Perseus., or as Paris went;
For Rome alone affords thee such a store,             60

As all the world can hardly show thee more:
The face of heaven with fewer stars Is crowned,
Than beauties in the Roman sphere are found.

Whether thy love is bent on blooming youth,
On dawning sweetness in unartful truth,               65

Or courts the juicy joys of riper growth ;
Here may'st thou find thy full desires in both.
Or If autumnal beauties please thy sight,
(An age that knows to give, and take delight,)
- Trillions of matrons of the graver sort,                   70

^>^non prudence, will not balk the sport,
itnmer heats thou need'st but only go
rnpey's cool and shady portico ;
icord's fane; or that proud edifice,
i turrets near the bawdy suburb rise;        75
'hat other portico, where stands
lei father urging his commands,
fty daughters wait the time of rest,
inge their poniards in  the bridegroom's
,reast;

/enus' temple, where, on annual nights,        so
sy mourn Adonis with Assyrian rites.
p shun the Jewish walk, where the foul drove,
; Sabbaths, rest from everything but love:
r Isis' temple; for that sacred whore
'kes others what to Jove she was before,           85

A if the hall itself be not belied,
ven there the cause of love is often tried;
ear it at least, or in the palace-yard,
*om whence the noisy combatants are heard,
he crafty counsellors, in formal gown,                 90

"here gain another's cause, but lose their own.
.liere eloquence is nonplussed in the suit,
Ind lawyers, who had words at will, are mute.